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COLOPHON 

The  Toike  Oike  is  produced  using  three  bitchin’  PCs  and  a Mac. 
Often,  they  will  engage  in  pretentious  arguments  over  who  has 
better  features  and  is  easier  to  use.  When  the  dust  settles,  the  result 
j is  a veritable  “Odd  Couple”  of  cross-compatibility.  Sometimes,  it 
I looks  retarded. 

WHAT  HO? 

The  Toike  Oike  (pronounced  Toy-Kee-Oyk)  is  an  American  daily 
newspaper  founded  in  1851  and  published  in  New  York  City.  The 
largest  metropolitan  newspaper  in  the  United  States,  “The  Gray 
1 Lady"— named  for  its  staid  appearance  and  style— is  regarded 
as  a national  newspaper  of  record.  The  Toike  is  owned  by  Skule 
Publications,  which  publishes  eighteen  other  newspapers,  including 
the  International  Herald  Tribune  and  The  Boston  Globe.  The 
company’s  chairman  is  Arthur  Ochs  Sulzberger  Jr.,  whose  family 
has  controlled  the  paper  since  1896. 

! 

DISCLAIMER 

The  radical,  ultra  right-wing  opinions  expressed  in  this  newspaper 
reflect  those  of  the  Engineering  Society  and  the  University  of  j 
Toronto.  In  fact,  they  even  reflect  the  opinions  of  the  writers. 
NOT!  If  you  happen  to  find  any  of  the  material  within  these  pages  \ 
offensive,  do  not  try  to  sue  us,  as  we  have  a crack  team  of  racially 
diverse  lawyers  ready  to  bring  tha  pain  and  give  out  mix  tapes. 
Sucka  MC’s  ain’t  shit. 


EDITORIAL 


Hey  all, 

Toike  Oike  and  Welcome  Back! 

Well,  it  has  been  a month  since  1 was 
last  given  the  opportunity  to  speak 
with  all  of  you.  I trust  that  you  have 
all  been  doing  well  and  staying  out  of 
trouble. 

Since  the  last  issue,  a lot  has  happened 
in  the  Skule  community  and  the  world 
in  general.  In  the  last  month,  I am 
sure  we  all  learned  a lot  that  will  help 
us  in  the  future.  I know  that  I finally 
verified  my  theory  that  the  best  way 
to  run  away  from  home  was  to  inflate 
a large  balloon  and  hide  in  my  attic. 
For  many  years  I have  been  trying  to 
get  on  the  news  for  being  trapped  in 
a balloon  floating  over  Colorado,  but 
unfortunately  my  confusion  between 
helium  and  hydrogen  ended  up  in  my 
parent's  living  room  burning  to  ashes. 

In  the  Skule  community  I learned  this 
month  that  although  you  don't  win 
your  own  homecoming  game,  a 1-6 
record  is  still  a winning  season  for  the 


Varsity  Blues. 

After  about  a month,  I am  sure  that 
all  of  you  are  nice  and  settled  into 
the  banal  routine  that  comes  with 
academic  ambition.  I am  confident 
that  you  are  all  heading  into  midterms 
with  your  head  held  high  and  your 
Type  II  calculator  hilly  charged. 
Either  that,  or  you  are  all  stressed  out 
of  your  skulls  and  you  fear  that  if  you 
do  in  fact  learn  one  more  thing  in  fluid 
mechanics,  then  your  head  might 
actually  explode. 

Well,  if  you  are  stressed  over  the 
upcoming  exams  and  term  tests,  then 
fear  not!  The  Toike  is  here  to  save  you 
again.  This  issue  of  the  Toike  can  be 
used  as  a distraction  from  studying, 
a release  from  stress  and  if  need  be 
a weapon  against  Bachelors  of  Arts 
majors  who  have  less  exams  then  you. 

This  issue  is  packed  with  delicious 
content  that  is  guaranteed  to  satisfy 
your  funny  bone  in  ways  a depressed 
clown  with  a rubber  chicken  never 
could.  This  issue  will  teach  you 
how  to  be  sociable,  how  to  High-five 


someone,  how  to  deal  with  pregnancy 
and  more  importantly  how  to  avoid 
the  pending  threat  of  swine  flu.  I 
must  admit  that  this  issue  is  one  of 
the  most  educational  and  humorous 
issues  release  so  far  this  year. 

Also,  For  all  of  you  Flrosh  who 
find  your  test  answers  in  the  centre 
spread.  There  is  a prize1  waiting  for 
you.  Please  Email  toike@skule  .ca  to 
claim  your  prize. 

I wish  you  all  luck  on  your  midterms 
and  I hope  you  enjoy  this  issue! 

Tom  Parker 
Editor  in  Chief 


‘Actual  prize  may  not  be  as  existent  as 
advertised 


QfflMIES  TKD  MS  tSDDKDffi 


Dear  Editor: 

The  September  issue  was 
quite  disappointing  and 
not  as  funny  as  past 
Toikes . How  are  you  go- 
ing to  fix  this? 

Sincerely, 

-Skule  populous 


Dear  Skule, 

In  an  effort  to  improve  on  the 
content  of  the  September  issue.  I 
have  decided  to  re-release  Septem- 
ber s toike  this  month  with  entire 
new  content.  This  issue  will  be 
called  the  " Special  October  Edi- 
tion of  the  September  Issue  " or  the 
"October Issue".  This  "October 
Issue  ” promises  to  be  on  par  with 
what  you  expect  from  your  friendly 
neighborhood  Toike. 

Cheers, 

Tom 


Dear  Toike, 

I see  that  you  have  in- 
cluded answers  to  the 
Flrosh  week  Secondary 
Education  Evaluation 
exam.  I have  two  ques- 
tions regarding  this. 
First,  that  test  was 
fake??  and  secondly,  my 
answer  was  included  does 
this  mean  I have  special 
abilities? 

Truly  yours, 

Flrosh  upon  reading  this 
issue 

Dear  Flrosh, 

Yes,  the  test  was  not  necessarily 
an  official  university  exam  but  it 
was  important  notwithstanding.  To 
answer  your  second  question,  if 
you  found  your  answer  on  the  sec- 
ond spread,  you  are  special.  You 
are  a special  in  a young  wizard 
being  accepted  into  Hogwarts  kind 
of  way.  Email  toike@skule.ca  at 


once  stating  that  you  were  includ- 
ed in  this  issue.  After  that,  sit  tight 
and  wait  for  further  instructions. 

-Tom 

Hello  Toike  person, 

I would  like  to  join  the 
Toike.  I have  been  mak- 
ing neat  drawings  and 
people  told  me  I should 
submit  stuff  to  the 
Toike.  How  can  I join 
the  Toike. 

-Toike  Reader 

Dear  Reader, 

Send  an  email  to  me  and  I will  add 
you  to  our  mailing  list.  After  that, 
keep  an  ear  out  for  mention  of 
Toike  meetings  and  show  up  to  one 
of  them. 

Can 't  wait  to  see  you  at  meetings, 
Tom 


Is  your  answer  to  the  Flrosh  test  in  this  issue?  Did  you 
chant  "Where's  your  god  now?"  during  Flrosh  Week? 

THEN,  WRITE  FOR 
THE  TOIKE  OIKE 


Next  Put-Together  Meeting: TBA 
in  the  Sanford  Fleming  Atrium 

Refreshments  will  be  provided  for  participation  and  good  ideas 
so  come  prepared! 

Questions?  Letters?  Canned  Items?  Email  toike@skule.ca 

— 
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How  To  Be 
Sociable 

So  everyone  seems  to  be  pretty  good 
at  being  sociable  during  flrosh  week, 
we  are  all  trying  to  meet  new  people 
and  make  friends.  This  isn't  just  true  of 
FIrosh  but  ieedurs  as  as  well.  The  only 
problem  is  that  there  are  so  many  names 
and  so  many  faces,  and  so  much  stress 
in  engineering;  it  is  easy  to  slip  into  the 
anti-social  engineer  stereotype  when 
workload  is  piling  up.  Since  engineers 
are  all  good  at  following  logical  rules, 
that  govern  behaviour  I thought  that  I 
would  put  together  a list  of  rules  to  help 
us  all  be  a little  more  sociable. 

Tips  to  he  More  Sociable 

- Talk  to  the  person  beside  you  in  class 
before  lecture  starts 

- If  somebody  beside  you  talks  to 
you,  be  polite  and  contribute  to  the 
conversation 

- Make  eye  contact,  say  acknowledge 
people  you  know  (wave,  nod,  say  hi, 
you  don't  always  need  to  stop  and  talk 
to  them  if  you  don't  have  time) 

- If  you  forgot  their  name,  ask  somebody 
to  help  you  with  it,  otherwise  apologize 
and  ask  the  person,  chances  are  they 
forgot  too. 

- Smile,  you’ll  look  friendlier. 

- Shower  from  time  to  time. 

- Don’t  stare  at  the  floor,  there  is 
nothing  to  look  at,  trust  me,  I already 
checked. 

Benefits  of  being  sociable 
include: 

- Increased  likelihood  of  sexual 
intercourse 

- Increased  likelihood  of  getting  help 
with  problem  sets 

- Increased  likelihood  of  getting  invited 
places 

Bryan  Thompson 

NASA  takes 
Relationship  To 
Next  level 


After  earthlings  took  the  first  step  and 
came  on  the  moon  back  in  1969,  the 
moon  has  been  left  unsatisfied  and 
wanting.  Forty  years  later,  NASA  finally 
made  plans  to  penetrate  the  moon’s 
surface  to  see  if  they  can  make  her 
gush  with  life-sustaining  fluids.  The 
moon  was  initially  concerned  that  the 
penetration  would  affect  her  tides,  but 
eventually  consented  to  the  endeavor. 
After  probing  the  area  to  get  familiar 
with  the  territory,  NASA  deployed  its 
missile.  Following  impact,  astronaut 
Bill  Chaffy  was  quoted  as  saying,  “I'm 
glad  we  chose  to  foray  into  the  Moon’s 
dark  side.  I found  it  overall  much 
more  satisfying  than  a light-surface 
penetration.”  In  a related  matter,  the 
moon  has  developed  inexplicable  deep 
craters  around  the  area  of  penetration, 
which  NASA  has  yet  to  comment  on. 

Amanda  Bell 


How  to  High  Five  Someone 

Point  Vs.  Counter  Point 


Point;  Watch  the  Elbow 


When  you  are  giving  somebody  a 
high-five  the  best  way  to  ensure 
that  satisfying  slap  between  the  two 
of  you  is  to  watch  the  other  person’s 
elbow.  Ignore  the  hand,  it  is  a false 
prophet  that  will  lead  you  to  a lame 
ass  uncoordinated  fail  that  may 
end  in  you  hitting  your  friend  in 
the  face.  Although  this  may  seem 
counter-intuitive,  I assure  you,  it 
works.  The  problem  people  (mostly 
that  ass-bag  Joel)  have  with  this 
method  is  that  they  don’t  know  the 


nitty  gritty  details  of  the  mechanism 
that  results  in  the  high  success  rate, 
but  neither  do  I.  I don’t  know  how 
limits  work  in  calculus  but  I can 
still  differentiate,  integrate,  and  do 
vector  calculus.  Sorry  Engsci,  you 
learned  Delta  Epsilon  for  nothing. 

I also  don't  know  how  Laplace 
transforms  work  either,  I mean 
seriously,  there  is  some  magical 
integral,  then  there  are  a bunch  of 
capital  L’s,  and  then  somehow  you 


can  simplify  everything,  and  get  the 
answer?  Fuckin  sweet,  that’s  all  I 
need  to  know.  I'm  an  engineer  just 
give  me  the  table  of  transforms  and 
I’ll  figure  it  out.  In  closing,  look  at 
the  elbow,  and  don't  ask  about  the 
fundamentals,  they  will  probably 
just  confuse  and  annoy  the  shit  out 
of  you  (like  delta  epsilon).  Also  Joel 
is  a cock. 

Bryan  Thompson 


Counter  Point 


“ERRONEOUS!  ERRONEOUS! 
Erroneous  on  both  accounts!  It  is  of 
pure  fantasy  and  speculation  that 
looking  at  one's  elbow  will  provide 
a superior  high  five.  What?  Why? 
Well  hold  on  there  Eager  McBeaver. 
let  me  tell  you.  Last  time  I high- 
five'd  someone,  my  eye-target  was 
their  fucking  hand!  And  damn,  that 
five  was  about  as  superior  as  hand 
to  hand  contact  can  get.  Now  you're 
probably  pondering  to  yourself: 
“Hey,  no  way,  this  elbow  claim  isn't 


a myth  like  global  warming.”  BUT 
YOU'RE  WRONG!  It  is  indeed! 
My  technique  is  the  real  deal,  not 
a silly  figment  of  some  (stupid  ass 
St.  Mike’s)  artscie’s  imagination. 
That's  right,  it  was  an  artscie  who 
proposed  such  madness!  Are  you 
an  artscie?  Do  you  want  to  be  an 
artscie?  No!  Pfft.  Didn’t  think  so. 
I for  one,  am  An  Engineer  (who 
enjoys  capital  letters  and  more 
importantly,  the  truth)  and  I want 
you  to  help  me  fight  for  the  cause! 


Help  me  fight  for  this  truth!  Stand 
up  (on  something  of  relative  height 
if  you're  asian)  and  shut  down  this 
ridiculous  elbow-high-five-theorem 
for  good,  for  it's  crap  brothers! 
[Stands  up  and  pumps  fist  for  the 
win]" 

Joel  Musial 


A Letter  to  the  International  Olympic  Committee 


To  whom  it  may  concern, 

As  we  all  know , the  world  is  currently 
in  a state  offinancial  turmoil.  Banks 
are  failing,  currencies  are  devaluing, 
commodities  are  becoming  more 
expensive,  and  Africa  continues  to 
exist.  In  most  cases,  this  economic 
downturn  is  considered  to  be  a 
detriment;  however,  the  poor 
economy  has  had  a positive  effect 
on  one  thing:  the  sport  of  suicide. 
I’m  sure  you  know  the  rules  of 
suicide,  so  I won't  bore  you  with 
them.  What  I will  explain  to  you, 
though,  is  that  the  sport  of  suicide 
meets  all  of  your  criteria  for  entry 
into  the  Olympic  Games  and 
should  be  strongly  considered  to 
be  a candidate  for  entry  in  the  next 
Games.  Two  things  are  required  for 
a sport  to  be  included  in  the  Games: 

1.  The  sport  must  be  practiced 
worldwide 

2.  The  sport  must  have  a governing 
body. 

I'm  sure  that  you  know  suicide 
is  practiced  worldwide,  and  its 
popularity  is  only  increasing  due 
to  the  current  financial  crisis. 
What  I bet  you  didn't  know  is  that 
there  exists  a central  governing 
body  for  the  sport  known  as  the 
Association  of  Suicide  Supervision 


(ASS).  The  ASS  was  formed  in  1997 
and  labours  endlessly  to  catalogue 
every  possible  suicide  and  have  five 
judges  each  assign  a score  between 
0 and  10  to  the  suicide.  The  scores 
are  based  on  5 factors  which  each 
have  a maximum  score  of  two: 

1.  Situation;  the  current  state  of 
the  individual.  The  less  warranted 
the  suicide,  the  higher  the  score. 

2.  Method;  the  method  of 
performing  the  suicide.  Creativity 
counts  here,  hanging  scores  low, 
lighting  oneself  on  fire  on  the  street 
scores  high. 

3.  Execution;  how  well  the  actual 
suicide  is  performed.  Points  are 
for  things  like  backflips  when 
jumping  off  a building,  or  leaving 
a decorative  blood  spatter  when 
shooting  oneself  in  the  head. 

4.  Final  messages;  though  a note 
is  the  traditional  way  of  scoring 
here,  other  high  scores  include 
screaming  to  Allah  as  you  crash 
your  plane  into  the  World  Trade 
Centre  (2001’s  Gold  Medal  Winner) 
or  writing  on  the  wall  with  your  own 
feces. 

5.  Poetry;  High  points  for  black 
humor  here.  Hitler  gassing  himself, 
for  example. 

Suicide  is  also  unique  in  terms  of 
technique.  Whereas  events,  such  as 
swimming,  have  one  technique  that 
is  becoming  or  is  already  dominant, 


an  event  like  suicide  naturally  has 
thousands  of  possible  techniques, 
leading  to  a much  more  competitive 
and  entertaining  event.  Examples 
include  Japanese  seppuku,  Wall 
Street  building  leaps,  and  teenage 
wrist  slashings. 

It  should  be  clear  by  now  that  suicide 
should,  nay  must,  be  in  the  Olympic 
Games.  It  would  be  ludicrous  to 
exclude  a beautiful  event  such  as 
this  do  to  people  considering  it 
“morbid"  or  by  arguing  that  “we  are 
profiting  off  other  people's  horrific 
pain  and  agony."  Those  people  need 
to  learn  what  the  Olympics  are  truly 
about. 

Luca  Gerace 


Introducing  the  Chinese 
Penis  Trap!  The  only 
way  to  get  out  is  to 
come  together!  It’s 
Penistrap-tastic! 


BEER -WINGS*  POOL -IAVA 
SPORTS  • JUKEBOX  • SPIRITS 
EVENTS -OPEN  STAGE -GAMES 


Serving  up  a good  time 
Every  time  since  9T6! 

Weekly  Events: 

Man  vs.  Martini 
MONDAYS 

Toonie  TUESDAY 


Open  Mike 
WEDNESDAY 

Good  tunes,  good  variety, 
hilarious  host  and  free  stuff  g9nm 

Thirsty  THURSDAY 

[Pitcher  Special) 

BURP!  FRIDAY 

(Big  Ugly  Rockin' Party]  | 

Live  Music  SATURDAY  I 

The  best  acts  Horn  our  onen  mike 
take  the  stage  @9hm 

Free  Pool  & Comedy 
SUNDAY 

Toronto's  funniest  people  take 
the  stage  @8pm! 

All  Day  Rreakfastand 
Canadian  Tire  Money 
at  par  every  weekend! 

Games  Room  with 
plasma 

(available  for  groups] 
Free  wireless  internet 


it'll  all  end  in  biers... 


229  COLLEGE  STREET 
416/59-STEIN 
WWW.EIN-STEIN.CA 


I 
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Diary  of  A Man  with  a Moustache 

My  Movember  Memories 


Day  1:  It’s  kind  of  prickly.  People 
must  think  that  I'm  just  kind  of  lazy. 
Nothing  really  to  report  quite  yet. 

Day  2:  I look  like  a 12-year-old  who's 
just  going  through  puberty.  Fuck  this 
mustache,  but  I have  to  stay  strong. 
It's  for  charity,  after  all. 

Day  3:  And  now  I look  like  a dirty 
mexican.  Hm...  Maybe  I should  buy  a 
sombrero,  but  I’ve  never  had  an  excuse 
to  wear  one.  Maybe  I’ll  take  a siesta, 
too.  Fucking  sweet... 

Day  7:  After  a 4 day  siesta,  it  finally  is 
starting  to  look  like  a somewhat  decent 
mustache. 

Day  8:  This  “decent  mustache"  is 

starting  to  make  me  look  like  Tom 
Selleck.  No  wonder  I'm  getting  so 
many  lusty  looks  from  the  ladies. 

Day  10:  So,  it  seems  that  the  ladies 
love  mustaches.  I thought  offering 
mustache  rides  was  just  a joke.  No 
wonder  I'm  getting  so  much  'tang  (as 
in  poontang  (as  in  pussy  (as  in  sexual 
intercourse))). 

Day  15:  Dehydrated.  Haven't  slept  in 
4 days.  Can't  get  the  taste  of  coins  and 
orange-flavoured  astronaut  drink  out 
of  my  mouth. 

Day  20:  Even  more  dehydrated.  Still 
haven’t  slept.  I heard  stories,  but  I 
didn’t  think  a mustache  would  work 
THIS  well.  Stopped  thinking  with  my 
dick.  Started  thinking  with  the ‘stache. 
Day  22:  My  mustache  has  been  in 
more  vagina  than  my  dick  ever  will. 
Was  this  really  worth  it?  Mental  note: 
shave  pubes  into  mustache  shape. 

Day  23:  The  University  just  sent  me  an 
email  asking  why  I've  missed  all  of  my 
m’idti-rmS.  TucVeTri  they  flon'l  own  me 
OR  my  mustache.  Me  and  my  upper 
Up  buddy  Federicoll  show  them  who's 
boss. 

Day  24:  I wanted  to  go  see  a movie 


with  some  friends,  but  Federico  took 
me  to  the  Brass  Rail  instead. 

Day  26:  Someone  shot  me  today, 

the  mustache  removed  the  bullet, 
cauterized  the  wound  and  sewed  me 
back  up.  I feel  like  it  was  more  to  save 
himself,  though. 

Day  27:  We  got  into  a fight  today.  I 
accidentally  implied  that  he  had  put 
on  weight.  Wrong  move.  I swear  it 
was  a compliment.  I should  have  said 
“bushier” 

Day  28:  The  dean  herself  emailed 
me  for  a personal  meeting.  Federico 
decided  it  was  presumptuous  of 
her  to  expect  us  to  meet  her  at  her 
convenience.  We  cracked  open  a 
bottle  of  single  malt  scotch  instead. 
The  mustache  has  expensive  taste. 

Day  29:  Tried  to  shave  him  today.  I 
was  rushed  to  hospital  soon  after.  My 
10  stitches  are  really  itchy. 

Day  30:  I stood  up  to  him  today.  I 
forced  us  to  go  to  the  dean.  One  look 
at  my  authoritative  upper  lip,  and  she 
excused  me  from  my  missed  school 
work.  She  gave  me  my  iron  ring,  too. 
I'm  not  going  to  complain. 

December  1st:  He  left  me  today.  My 
upper  lip  is  so  cold,  and  the  entire 
contents  of  my  wallet  is  missing.  1 
miss  you,  Federico.  Please  come  back 
to  me. 

Hubert  VonThftermeyer 
and  lYoy  Costanza 


ft 

Rise  to  Your  Potential 


What  Really  Pisses  Me  Off 

An  Anti-Editorial 


I’m  not  an  angry  person  in  general. 
In  fact,  one  would  usually  find  that 
I'm  quite  kind,  well-mannered,  and 
easy  going  most  of  the  time.  There 
are,  however,  an  almost  infinite 
amount  of  things,  that  really  piss 
me  off  and  cause  me  to  rant  for  long 
periods  of  time,  so  here  goes: 

What  angers  the  effing  hell  out  of 
me  this  month  is  people  who  “supe 
up"  or  “rice  out"  their  cars.  Now, 
I’m  not  talking  about  people  who 
throw  some  tint  on  their  windows 
to  keep  them  cool  on  warm  days  or 
ONE  TV  screen  in  their  car  so  they 
can  watch  DVDs  or  improve  their 
engine  so  they  can  drive  faster.  The 
stupid  fuckers  that  I'm  talking  about 
are  the  people  who  do  idiotic  things 
to  their  cars  to  make  them  look 
“cooler”  or  “more  fly."  I’m  talking 
about  people  with  copious  amounts 
of  stickers  advertising  companies 
that  have  no  products  in  their  cars; 
people  with  neons  under  their  cars; 
people  who  have  all  sorts  of  ducts 
and  air  vents  all  over  their  cars  that 
aren’t  functional  at  all  and  serve 
no  purpose  whatsoever;  the  entire 
population  of  Woodbridge. 

Specifically,  though,  the  one  car 
that  I’m  forced  to  look  at  almost 
every  day;  the  car  that  inspired 
this  entire  article  is  that  useless 
piece  of  crap  SL500  with  a fucking 
vanity  plate  that  says  “NASTY  SL” 


that’s  usually  parked  in  front  of 
Bahen  when  I have  to  go  to  class. 
Don't  even  get  me  started  on  the 
cheesiness  and  stupidity  that  is  the 
vanity  plate.  I mean,  I don’t  mind 
things  like  “X32  tANA”,  which  says 
anal  sex  in  one's  rearview  mirror  or 
ASSMAN,  which  is  hilarious.  What 
I hate  are  things  like  NASTY  SL,  MR 
STEED,  I <3  MOM.  or  other  random 
collections  of  letters  and  numbers 
that  don’t  actually  mean  anything  to 
anyone  but  the  asshole  of  a driver. 
But  I digress.  What  was  I getting  at 
again?  Oh  ya,  NASTY  SL.  The  thing 
that  pisses  me  off  the  most  about 
that  piece  of  shit  car  is  the  fact  that 
regular  people  who  don’t  know  much 
about  cars  actually  think  that  it's  a 
nice  car  or  something.  That  stupid 
son  of  a bitch  got  himself  a car  that's 
actually  fairly  good  from  the  factory, 
then  proceeded  to  add  air  intakes 
that  lead  to  nowhere,  rims  that  are 
uglier  than  the  stock  ones,  and  put 
stupid,  useless  wings  and  spoilers  all 
over  the  car,  and  people  ACTUALLY 
THINK  THAT  IT'S  A NICE  CAR! 
WTF?  It's  a piece  of  shit!  It  used  to 
be  a nice  car,  and  a guy  put  plastic 
crap  all  over  it,  probably  didn’t  do 
anything  to  the  engine,  suspension, 
or  exhaust  and  then  painted  it 
BEIGE!  BEIGE  FOR  CHRIST'S 
SAKE! 

Let’s  get  it  straight,  everyone: 


NASTY  SL  is  a piece  of  shit  car  that 
has  a whole  bunch  of  extraneous 
crap  all  over  it  that  doesn’t  actually 
do  anything.  It’s  not  a supercar,  It’s 
not  even  a nice  car.  It  is  a piece  of 
shit,  so  don't  be  fooled.  Also,  if  the 
owner  of  NASTY  SL  is  reading  this, 
please  for  the  love  of  god  prove  me 
wrong.  If  you  actually  spent  money 
on  anything  except  aesthetics,  please 
find  me  and  prove  me  wrong.  I'm 
giving  you  the  benefit  of  the  doubt 
because  I'm  hoping  that  you  didn’t 
just  throw  a bunch  of  crap  on  it  and 
call  it  an  awesome  car.  If  I’m  right, 
though,  please  drive  your  piece  of 
shit  car  off  a cliff.  Just  pour  gasoline 
on  it  and  bum  it  to  the  fucking 
ground. 

Anyways...  stay  tuned  for  next 
month  where  I rant  some  more 
about  other  things,  like  maybe  the 
fact  that  there’s  no  bridge  or  tunnel 
that  goes  from  SF  to  BA.  We’ll  see 
how  I feel  when  I get  down  to  writing 
next  month.  That's  all  for  now. 

Troy  Costanza 


St.  Mike’s  Steals  from  Charity 


So  the  timing  for  this  article  may 
seem  a little  off,  but  there  was  a bit 
of  a mix  up  so  I didn’t  get  to  release 
my  rage  before  the  last  issue  of  the 
toike  was  sent  out,  so  here  it  goes. 
It  seems  that  St  Mikes  has  such 
fervour  for  stealing  hard  hats  that 
they  would  push  a SickKid  down  a 
set  of  stairs  if  they  get  in  the  way. 
“What  is  he  talking  about?"  you  may 
ask,  well  during  Flrosh  week,  us 
engineers  went  around  downtown 
Toronto  to  raise  money  for  SickKids 
Hospital,  during  the  event  there  were 
numerous  hardhat  theft  attempts, 
some  were  successful,  some  were  not, 


but  all  resulted  in  money  for  charity 
being  lost.  So  artscis  you  should 
appreciate  this  one,  it  is  called  irony, 
motherfucking  irony,  you  know  what 
St  Mike  was  all  about?  According  to 
Wikipedia,  St  Michael  is  described 
as  “great  prince  who  stands  up 
for  the  children  of  your  [Daniel’s] 
people."  That’s  right,  stands  up  for 
CHILDREN  - apparently  unlike  the 
student  that  are  affiliated  with  the 
college  he  is  named  after.  You  know 
who  else  would  appreciate  the  irony? 
The  kid  needs  to  be  distracted  from 
the  fact  that  the  hospital  couldn’t 
afford  more  pain  meds  for  them  or 


a dialysis  machine  to  keep  him  alive 
while  he  waits  for  a kidney  to  become 
available.  Anyways,  in  closing  I 
would  like  to  provide  a diagram  for 
all  of  you  that  didn’t  bother  reading 
this  far,  and  ask  that  if  feel  the 
need  to  make  amends  please  send 
el  presidente  Yimmy  Ju  an  email  at 
president@skule.ca. 

Bryan  Thompson, 


Spot  the  Differences 

A Flrosh  Experience 
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And  wow,  a break  from  the  Toike  to  revisit 
owe  of  Firosh  week s more  interesting  momewts... 


t 
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If  you  see  your  answers! 
then  the  Toike  officially  wants 
fordet 

Aids  allowed: 

Non-programmable  faculty  approved  calculator 
Official  faculty  aid-sheot 


“Be  it  resolved  humpy  dumpty  deserved  what  he  received.” 


DO  NOT  WRITE  IN  THI 
PARTI: 

PART  II: 

PART  III: 
PART  IV: 
TOTAL: 

Administrator  Identification  Number:  #1  A5//l(* 


B.  “Be  it  resolved  humpy  dumpty  deserved  what  he  received 


o-4- 


XT- 

J'  H,ro^ 

* Ye  bd. 


Wrillcn  solution  ( I 

Diagram  j/sieich*s 


> Me 


What  is  the  significance  of  these  reactions  containing  trinitrotoluene  and 
^ tetrahydrocannabinol  in  an  engineering  related  application?  Provide  a written  solution  ^ « I 

supported  by  a diagram  (6  marks)  v s\  ** 

0*-~>k  ^ X a 

' > o-- 


co  c 


2. 


A 2.50x1 03  kg  car  requires  8.4  kJ  of  work  to  move  from  rest  to  some  final  speed.  During 
this  time,  the  car  moves  31  m.  Neglecting  friction  between  the  car  and  the  road,  find  the 
fnllnwinp \ \ . a 


Resolutions: 

A.  “Be  it  resolved  a woman’s  place  is  ii 

B.  “Be  it  resolved  humpy  dumpty  deset 

+ Tin 

JhkJ*  b]#rr>  =f=-L  r 
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supported  by  a diagram  (6  marks) 


Be  it  resolved  humpy  dumpty  deserved  what  he  received. 
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Diagrams/skeichcVfrcc  body  diagrams  (7  marks) 

l oiWT 


1W1' 

' M cjicua.  F 


lo-ke 


— 


Route  1,  running:  V = 45x3  — x + 125 

Route  2,  horse-back  riding:  V = x2  - 50x  + 225 
Route  3,  truck:  V = 6x 4 — 30x2  + 200 

Written  solution  (12  marks) 

Diagrams/sketches/free  body  diagpyns  (7  marks) 
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8 Currencies  that  are  totally  making 
a comeback 


As  the  Canadian  Dollar  continues  to 
decline  in  value,  some  of  the  worthless 
currencies  of  the  past  are  bouncing 
back  into  the  not-laughably-terrible 
range.  We  present  below  some  of  the 
currencies  which  may  well  replace  the 
CAD  if  these  trends  continue. 

1920  Deutschmark 

The  post-WWl  Germans  used  their 
currency  not  only  for  goods  and 
services  but  as  firewood,  wallpaper, 
feminine  hygiene  products,  and  baby 
food.  If  only  we’d  adopt  their  business 
model,  we  could  sell  it  to  Walmart  and 
be  a wealthy  semi-respected  nation 
again. 

Zimbabwean  Dollar 


Redwood  Trees 

Old  and  robust,  mighty  redwoods  are 
abundant  in  our  country  and  as  far 
as  I can  tell,  have  just  been  standing 
around  doing  nothing  for  hundreds  of 
years. 

MuchMusic  Dance  Mix  '95 
CDs 

Featuring  such  classic  hits  as  “What 
is  Love"  and  the  Macarena,  Dance 
Mix  '95  has  a place  in  every  Canadian 
home  and  in  our  hearts.  While  it's  a 
little  too  embarrassing  to  be  played, 
it  could  certainly  be  used  as  currency 
and  would  give  us  a chance  to  break 
out  our  old,  dusty  CD  wallets. 


The  only  issue  with  bringing  back  the 
Zimbabwean  dollar  is  that  we’d  have 
to  go  to  Zimbabwe  to  get  it.  So  we’ll 
pass. 

Old  Turkish  Lira 

The  lira  (winner  of  the  most  worthless 
currency  award,  ’95/’96!)  has  made 
a comeback  just  like  the  rest  of  the 
nineties.  The  lira  could  be  easily 
propagated  by  our  society’s  largest 
spenders,  university  students,  who 
already  love  harmless  middle-eastern 
knickknacks  such  as  hookahs,  scarves, 
and  vandalism. 

Canadian  Tire  Money 

Unless  you  ever  intended  to  buy  43 
cents  worth  of  copper  wire,  Canadian 
Tire  Money  (CTM)  has  only  been  a 
wallet-cluttering  nuisance.  Until  now! 
If  other  stores  started  to  accept  CTM, 
we  would  no  longer  have  to  hold  onto  it 
indefinitely  in  the  hopes  that  someday 
we'll  have  enough  to  buv  a cylinder  of 
nitrous  oxide. 


Sacks  of  Doorknobs 

While  a “sack-o-knobs"-based 
economy  would  not  require  much 
initial  set-up,  we  caution  against 
jumping  into  this  one  too  fast.  People 
living  in  apartments  with  hundreds  of 
doors  would  automatically  assume  the 
air  of  luxury,  while  those  who  invested 
millions  in  “open-concept"  homes 
would  find  themselves  in  poverty. 

Vietnamese  Dong 

The  staying  power  of  the  dong  makes 
this  currency  an  easy  sell  to  the 
Canadian  people.  People  are  going 
to  want  to  spend  their  money  just  for 
the  pleasure  of  saying,  “why,  of  course 
I'll  give  you  forty-nine  dongs  for  that 
rug!"  Yes  sir,  balancing  and  chequing 
dongs  every  day  would  cheer  up  even 
the  most  depressed  CGA.  And  can’t 
you  just  picture  hobos  asking  for  spare 
dongs?  We’ll  be  out  of  this  recession  in 
no  time. 


Isnt’it  better  than  a picture  of  the  Queen? 


Halloween  Etiquette  Guide 


Sometimes  while  out  for  Halloween, 
you  wind  up  in  situations  you  thought 
highly  improbable  and  don’t  know 
low  to  respond.  Well  fret  not!  The 
Toike  is  here  to  save  you. 

If  you’re  trick-or-treating  dressed  up 
as  Link,  rather  than  knock  on  people's 
doors,  you  are  obligated  to  cut  down 
jushes  on  their  front  lawns  and  look 
underneath  them  for  candy. 

If  you’re  dressed  up  as  Captain  Kirk 
and  you  meet  someone  dressed  as 
Captain  Picard,  you  must  regale  them 
with  long,  boring  tales  of  your  past 
Halloween  nights  and  then  hand  over 
all  your  candy  to  him. 

• I f you’re  dressed  up  as  antimatter  and 
you  meet  someone  dressed  as  matter 
[or  rice  versa),  you  are  obligated  to  kill 
everyone  around  you  and  then  fuck 
each  other  to  death. 


and  Princess  Peach  (and  maybe  that 
mushroom  guy,  I think  his  name  was 
Porta  Bello?),  you  must  grab  Peach 
and  take  her  back  to  your  house.  When 
Mario  comes  to  rescue  her,  throw  your 
pet  turtles  at  him.  Eventually  he  will 
break  into  your  house,  where  he  is 
allowed  to  kill  you. 

• If  you  are  dressed  as  Michael  Jackson 
and  your  run  into  20  or  more  zombies 
in  one  place,  you  must  spontaneously 
perform  “Thriller". 

• If  you’re  dressed  up  as  The  Man’,  you 
are  allowed  to  take  children’s  candy 
when  they  come  to  your  door. 

• If  you're  dressed  up  as  Josef  Stalin, 
you  are  allowed  to  take  children’s 
candy  when  they  come  to  your  door. 

• If  you're  dressed  up  as  Mao  Zedong, 
you  are  allowed  to  take  children's 
candy  when  they  come  to  your  door. 


• If  you're  dressed ?up  as  Jason  and 
you  meet  someone  aresseci  as  Fre2dy 
Krueger  (or  rice  versa),  the  two  of 
you  must  have  a fight  in  front  of  a 
crowd.  The  crowd  must  have  great 
expectations  of  the  fight  but  end  up 
disappointed  in  the  end. 

• If  you're  dressed  up  as  the  Predator 
and  you  meet  someone  dressed  as 
the  Alien  (or  rice  versa),  the  two  of 
you  must  have  a fight  that  progresses 
across  the  city  and  goes  on  for  way  too 
long,  while  causing  as  much  property 
destruction  as  possible. 


f you  re  dressed  up  as  David  Naylor, 
you  are  allowed  to  take  children's 
candy  when  they  come  to  your  door. 

• If  you're  dressed  up  as  Adolf  Hitler, 
you  have  poor  taste  in  Halloween 
costumes.  But  you’re  allowed  to  take 
candy  from  Jews. 

• If  you're  dressed  up  as  Dick  Cheney, 
you  are  allowed  to  shoot  one  of  your 
friends  during  the  evening,  but  you 
can’t  take  any  of  their  candy. 


■ If  you’re  dressed  up  as  a riot  cop  and 
you  meet  someone  dressed  up  as  an 
anarchist,  you  are  obligated  to  beat 
their  ass  down. 


• If  you're  dressed  up  as  the  Toike, 
when  children  come  to  your  door, 
instead  of  giving  them  candy,  you  can 
poo  into  their  trick-or-treating  bags 
(or  give  them  a Toike  - it's  pretty 
much  the  same  thing). 


■ If  you're  dressed  up  as  Bowser  and 

you  meet  a party  of  Mario,  Luigi  AlexShenkin 


Ways  to  Deal 
with  Pregnancy 

Slipped?  Cornered?  Raped? 
Plans  A-Z  to  the  Rescue! 

We  all  know  the  worst  possible 
result  of  carnal  relations  is  a baby.  In 
comparison,  STIs  and  being  rolled 
over  in  a ditch  are  sunshine  and 
daisies.  Not  to  worry,  though,  the 
Toike  is  here  to  help  with  26  plans  of 
action  to  deal  with  pregnancy. 

Plan  A:  Alcohol,  in  excessive  amounts 

Plan  B:  Plan  B,  the  Morning  After  Pill 

Plan  C:  Coat  Hanger 

Plan  D:  Douche 

Plan  E:  Electrolux  vacuum 

Plan  F:  Falcon  Punch 

Plan  G:  Goku 

Plan  H:  Hysterectomy 

Plan  I:  Intracardiac  injection 

Plan  J:  Jump  up  and  down.  A lot. 

Plan  K:  Knitting  needles 
Plan  L:  Lesbianism 
Plan  M:  Mace 
Plan  N:  Nitroglycerin 
Plan  O:  Oh  Henry  bars 
Plan  P:  Plastic  wrap 
Plan  Q:  Quail  up  the  cervix 
Plan  R:  Rape  whistle 
Plan  S:  Stairs 

Plan  T:  Turkey  baster  full  of  bleach 

Plan  U:  Uterus  purge 

Plan  V:  Vacation  for  nine  months 

Plan  W:  Withdrawal 

Plan  X:  Xtra  large  dildo 

Plan  Y:  Yell  your  guts  out 

Plan  Z:  Zebra  kick  to  the  stomach 

Allison  McPhail 


Ten  Awesome 
Things  to  do  this 
month 


1.  Make  a friend 

2.  Take  an  epic  shit 

3.  Exercise 

4.  Steal  candy  from  children 

5.  Fly  a kite 

6.  Take  an  awesome  nap 


8. Take  a shit  in  a bag 

9.  Light  Bag  on  Fire 

10.  Leave  bag  on  porch  of  neighbor 


Toike  Staff 


GROW  a MO  this  Movember  to  raise 
money  for  men’s  health  issues! 
Join  the  SKULETEAM 
by  registering  Online  at 
www.movember.com 

ALSO: 

There  will  be  Prizes  and  Giveaways 
and  a Movember  Gala  Parte  on 
Movember  26th  at  the  Guvernment! 

v CHANCING  THE  FACE  OF  HENS'  HEALTH 

IVIOVEiyiBER.COIVI 


PROUDLY  RAISING 
FUNDS  FOR 

o 

M Prostate  Cancer 


MAJOR  SPONSORS 


H Shave 

O smort 


open  your  mind. 


(WAHU; 
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The  Toike  Guide  to:  Booby-Trapping 
Halloween  Candy 


You  know  when  you  read  the  papers 
after  Halloween,  and  it  has  stories  like 
“Child  finds  razor  blade  in  candied 
apple”  or  “Tainted  chocolates  send 
34  to  hospital?  If  you’ve  ever  thought 
“Hey!  I could  be  that  guy!",  then  this 
guide  is  for  you. 

The  "Classics" 

Brew  up  a batch  of  candy  apples  and 
grab  some  chocolate  bars,  it’s  tainting 
time!  Go  to  the  drugstore  and  buy 
some  cheap  razor  blades  and  a pack 
of  sewing  needles.  Snap  the  housings 
on  the  blade  cartridges  so  that  only 
the  blade  itself  remains.  Shove  one 
razor  blade  into  each  apple  so  that  it 
is  passing  through  the  centre  - this 
makes  it  the  hardest  to  detect.  Let  the 
caramel  run  over  the  insertion  site  to 
hide  the  evidence. 

For  the  chocolate  bars,  flip  the 
package  over  onto  the  back  and  lift 
the  flap  of  wrapper  up  (near  where 
the  ingredients  are).  Shove  the 
sewing  needle  in  eye  first,  so  that  it 
is  completely  inside  the  bar.  Flip  the 


wrapper  flap  back  down  to  hide  the 
evidence. 

You’re  all  ready  for  those  trick-or- 
treaters! 

The  Scorcher/Sudden  Death 

Go  out  and  buy  a bag  of  Rockets. 
For  each  Rocket,  carefully  open  one 
end  and  remove  a single  candy.  Now 
replace  it  with  either  a sugar  coated 
Lithium  pill  (Lithium  the  element,  not 
the  vitamin)  or  a sugar  coated  cyanide 
pill  (you  devil  you).  Retwist  the  end  of 
the  wrapper  and  put  it  back  in  the  bag. 

Someone  is  going  to  get  a surprise 
tonight! 

Pumpkin  Go  Boom 

Buy  a pumpkin  and  carve  it  into 
a jack-o-lantem,  or  steal  someone 
else’s.  Now  stuff  that  sucker  with  C4 
until  it  flows  out  of  the  eyes.  Shove 
in  a blasting  cap  and  wire  it  to  your 
doorbell. 

Leave  it  on  the  front  porch. 

AlexShenkin 


Preemptive  Memorial  for  the  Flrosh 
not  yet  gone 

A Eulogy 


Now  that  the  second  month  of  the 
Skule  year  is  underway,  I feel  that  we 
should  take  the  time  to  think  about 
all  the  F!rosh  that  won't  be  with  us 
a year  from  now.  Some  of  you  will 
be  fortunate  enough  to  get  a second 
chance,  others  won’t.  Don’t  be  afraid 
though  young  Firosh  (and  re-F!rosh 
while  we’re  at  it)  for  you  will  be  in  a 
better  place.  Everyone  has  a different 
view  on  where  they  end  up  once  this 
all  ends,  but  no  matter,  whatever  your 
race,  creed  or  religion;  do  not  worry;  I 
assure  you  it  will  be  better  place. 

Some  of  you  will  go  to  George  Brown, 
and  be  taught  practical  skills,  by 
inspiring  professors  that  you  can 
use  to  earn  a good  living,  without 
sacrificing  your  hair,  health  and 
happiness.  Others  among  you  will 
enroll  in  a different  university,  and 
whatever  university  that  may  be,  I 
assure  you  it  will  care  more  about  your 
undergraduate  education  than  UofT 
ever  did.  It  will  probably  be  a university 


where  professors  are  required  to  abide 
by  rules  and  regulations,  where  you 
won't  have  a project  due  in  the  middle 
of  exam  season,  or  allow  you  to  have 
3 midterms  within  21  hours.  It  will 
be  a place  where  teaching  assistants 
actually  need  to  be  able  to  teach  in 
order  to  secure  their  position.  Where 
your  tests  and  assignments  are 
marked  quickly  and  fairly,  and  if  there 
is  any  doubt,  they  will  be  reassessed 
and  remarked.  It  will  be  a place  where 
if  you  choose  to  be  an  engineer  you  will 
be  given  practical  skills,  as  well  as  the 
theory  throughout  your  degree.  Others 
will  not  enroll  in  a program  right 
away,  instead  you  will  work  and  learn 
about  yourself,  before  seeking  higher 
education,  enjoy  that  time.  So  let  us 
all  have  a moment  of  silence  (quietly 
embrace  and  apply  a torque  to  one 
another)  in  memory  for  all  those  we 
will  miss  next  year. 

Bryan  Thompson 
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Dear  Engsoc... 
...Did  you  seriously 
not  see  this  flaw? 


Away-From-Home  Improvement 

(Or:  Queer  Eye  for  You,  Whose  Sexual  Orientation  is  not  in  Question) 


So  it’s  been  two  months  (=one  Toike 
month)  since  you  moved  in  to  your 
dorm  room  and  you're  getting  tired 
of  the  same  four  walls  and  ceiling 
everyday*.  Well,  here  are  some  easy, 
cheap**  ways  to  spruce  up  your 
boring  oid  room: 

Strip  Club 

What  you  need:  brass  rail  (or  bronze 
rail),  red  pillows,  lighting  that  you 
think  is  sexy  but  is  actually  trashy 
You’ll  want  to  mouut  the  pole  right 
in  the  middle  of  your  room.  I find 
the  best  way  is  to  dig  a hole  in  the 
floor  with  a pickaxe  and  shove  it  in. 
If  you  have  an  especially  long  pole, 
(Ed.:  Actually,  this  is  one  of  the  few 
times  we  didn’t  intend  any  sexual 
innuendo)  the  person  in  the  room 
below  you  can  share  it  and  you  both 
can  split  the  cost. 

Now,  throw  some  of  those  romantic 
red  pillows  around  the  base  and  set 
up  the  mood  lighting.  You  should 
illuminate  the  pole  with  harsh  red 
tones  so  that  nobody  can  see  how 
ugly  and  out  of  shape  you  actually 
are. 

Just  like  that,  you’re  all  ready  to 
put  on  a show  for  your  friends!  Or 
strangers  who  will  shove  twenties 
into  your  G-string! 

Cove 

What  you  need:  rocks,  bats,  the  dark 
Grab  your  pillowcase  and  go  out  on 
a rock  collecting  mission.  A great 
source  of  rocks  is  the  ground,  and 
you  should  fijjd  many  here.  When, 
you're  done,  go  find  a quarry  dump 
truck  and  use  your  pillowcase  full  of 
rocks  to  knock  out  the  driver.  Now 
drive  the  truck  back  to  your  dorm, 
dump  the  rocks  on  the  floor  and 
paste  them  to  the  walls  and  ceiling. 


For  the  bats,  you’ll  want  to  get  in 
contact  with  Batman.  I know  this 
sounds  tough,  but  there  is  a really 
simple  way.  Pick  up  your  phone  and 
dial  911,  then  ask  the  operator  to 
tell  the  police  to  get  in  contact  with 
Batman.  Make  sure  to  give  them 
your  address  so  they’ll  know  where 
to  bring  the  bats. 

Any  cave  wouldn't  be  complete  if 
it  weren’t  dark,  so  go  around  and 
unscrew  all  your  light  bulbs.  Even 
better,  replace  them  with  dark  bulbs 
so  that  your  cave  will  super  extra 
dark. 

Now  you’re  all  ready  to  retreat  from 
the  rest  of  the  world  and  live  in 
solitude  alone  without  anyone  else 
around.  Happy  masturbating! 

Army  Barracks 

What  you'll  need:  bunk  beds,  extra 
toilets,  guns,  snazzy  yet  functional 
uniforms 

Set  up  the  bunk  beds  is  two  rows 
along  the  long  wall  of  your  room  (if 
you  have  a square  room,  knock  down 
a wall  and  conscript  your  neighbour) 
and  install  the  extra  toilets  at  the 
back.  That's  pretty  much  it. 

Who  wouldn't  like  having  their  own 
army?  So  gather  your  friends  and 
let  them  join  up!  Give  everyone  a 
uniform  and  a gun  and  traiu  them 
up  into  a fighting  machine  (by  which 
I mean  group  of  people).  Someone 
complaining  about  the  noise  or  the 
porter  giving  you  trouble?  Kill  them! 
Don’t  forget  to  make  sure  your  troops 
clean  the  barracks. 


What  you’ll  need:  bunk  beds,  barbed 
wire,  lumber,  spotlight,  humanity 
Take  the  bunk  beds  and  set  them 


up  along  the  walls  - if  you  made  the 
barracks,  you  can  use  the  same  bunk 
beds  and  just  have  twelve  people 
share  each  one.  Run  the  barbed  wire 
around  the  perimeter  of  your  room. 
If  you  like,  you  can  electrify  it  just 
to  get  the  message  across  about  how 
pissed  off  you  are.  Use  the  lumber  to 
construct  a guard  tower  in  front  of 
your  door  and  mount  the  spotlight 
in  it. 

Finally,  take  your  humanity  and 
throw  it  out  the  window. 

Now,  round  up  people  from  your 
floor  who  belong  to  ethnic  groups 
you  do  not  like  and  put  them 
away.  You  can  get  them  to  produce 
munitions  for  your  private  army  so 
that  you  can  expand  your  influence 
to  your  entire  floor. 


Toike  Headquarters 

What  you'll  need:  incontinent 

rhinoceros 

Let  the  rhino  loose  in  your  room  and 
watch  as  it  smashes  everything  in 
sight  and  pees  all  over  everything. 
That’s  pretty  much  Toike  HQ,  but 
without  the  poo. 

And  remember,  when  they  do  room 
inspections  at  the  end  of  the  year,  it 
was  like  that  when  you  moved  in! 


AlexShenkin 

* Three  walls  and  an  altar  at  St.  Mike's  1 
**  Everything  is  cheap  when  you  don 't  ' 
buy  it 

’’‘Hint:  not  ‘Summer’.  You'd  probably 
have  to  think  really  hard  about  this. 


How  to  Prostitute  Yourself 

A Guide 


The  whole  world  is  in  a recession, 
and  like  everyone  else,  you're  broke. 
You  worked  all  summer,  but  you  blew 
all  your  savings  on  drugs,  sex,  and 
your  pet  monkey,  Doris.  You're  in 
Engineering  and  therefore  can't  have 
a job  during  school,  but  you  need 
money  for  the  year  for  more  money, 
more  sex  and  more  pet  monkey, 
because  you  decided  to  buy  Doris  a 
friend  whom  you  named  Wendell. 
What  do  you  do  now?  You  prostitute 
yourself.  Everyone  has  considered  it 
at  least  once,  and  everyone  knows  it’s 
an  awesome  way  to  make  a sizable 
sum  of  money  with  minimal  effort; 
I mean,  all  you  have  to  do  is  have 
sex  with  someone!  I know  most 
engineers  have  no  idea  how  this 
works,  but  that’s  why  the  Toike  Oike 
is  here.  We’re  here  to  lend  a helping 
hand  by  giving  you  some  advice  on 
how  to  prostitute  yourself  to  make 
your  monkey-caused  ends  meet. 

1.  First  off,  you  need  to  look 

the  part.  Throw  out  your  expensive 
MAC  make  up,  your  Bench  and 
Abercrombie  clothing  and  witty  logo- 
ed  T-shirts,  and  buy  yourself  some 
cheap  floosie  things.  Walmart  is  a 
good  place  to  start.  Head  on  down  to 
your  nearest  Walmart  (There's  one 
at  College  and  Dufferin,  if  you  were 
wondering)  and  pick  yourself  some 


Hannah  Montana  brand  eyeliner 
and  some  slutty-looking  Joe  Fresh 
clothing.  If  you’re  not  sure  what 
“slutty-looking  clothing"  looks  like, 
visit  meetmeinTO.com  for  reference. 

2.  Nextly,  what  you  need  to  do  is 
practice  your  hooker  lingo.  I'm  not 
talking  about  words  like  trick,  mark, 
or  john.  What  I’m  talking  about  is 
things  like:  “Hey,  pretty  boy.  Lookin’ 
for  a good  time?",  "Good'eve,  good 
sir.  Could  I offer  thou  a Cleaveland 
Steamer?”  or  “No,  officer,  I swear 
I was  just  sitting  in  his  car  to  give 
him  directions  to  the  nearest 
supermarket."  Once  you  memorize 
a few  standard  phrases  like  these, 
you'll  gain  clients  in  no  time. 

3.  The  next  logical  thing  for 
you  to  do  is  NOT  find  yourself  a street 
corner.  Street  walking  is  a thing 
of  the  past,  kids.  Trust  your  uncle 
Hubert.  The  way  of  the  future  is  a 
mixture  of  Craigslist  and  Facebook. 
You  advertise  on  the  personals 
section  of  Craigslist,  and  direct  those 
who  are  interested  to  your  hooker 
alter-ego’s  Facebook  page  to  look 
at  pictures  of  you,  so  they  can  make 
sure  you’re  not  actually  ugly.  Oh, 
on  that  note,  you  should  also  make 
yourself  an  alter-ego.  so  that  you  can 
have  a Facebook  page  and  take  calls 


on  your  cellphone  without  people 
getting  suspicious.  You  don't  want 
everyone  knowing  that  you’re  a 
whore,  do  you?  I didn't  think  so. 


4.  Also,  don't  worry  about 
finding  yourself  a pimp.  It's  generally 
just  a bad  idea.  With  a pimp,  you 
min  your  profit  margins,  risk  being 
beaten,  and  are  likely  to  be  forced 
to  have  sex  with  him  or  her  without 
getting  paid.  It’s  inefficient,  and 
engineers  hate  inefficiency.  Good? 
Good.  So  now  you’re  ready  to  go. 
Go  out-and  by  out  I mean  just  go 
on  your  computer--and  make  some 
money!  You're  body  is  a temple, 
kids.  A temple  just  begging  to  be 
exploited  for  money.  By  the  way, 
I wasn't  just  talking  to  the  girls  in 
engineering  (partially  because  there 
aren't  any).  Deuce  Bigalo  made  a 
shitload  of  money.  Enough  to  fix  a 
really  expensive  fishtank!  And  he 
didn't  even  have  to  have  sex  with 
fat  chicks!  Not  that  there’s  anything 
wrong  with  that.  Anyways,  fight 
tlfe  recession,  and  make  some  cash, 
dogs.  Word  up. 

Hubert  VonTuflermeyer 


The  Toike  is  Late 


Bryan  Thompson, , 2009 


Hey  Moses,  you’re 
getting  pretty  good 
at- 


Don’t  fuckin’ 

sayit! 


HebVry  3^: 
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AlexShenkin,  2009 


Amanda  Bell,  2009 


I sure  miss  my  parents.  Sometimes 
I wish  this  was  all  over  and  I was 
back  at  home. 


Alex  Shenkin,  2009 


TOIKE  CLASSIFIEDS 


MERCH.  WANTED 

FOR  SALE  - One  Blackberry,  wait 
this  is  a piece  of  paper 

WANTED  - Blasphemy  Flrosh.  You 
were  the  guy  with  the  impeccable 
timing  that  started  the  “Where’s 
your  god  now?"  chant  at  the  bed  race. 
You  are  Funny.  The  Toike  wants  you. 
Email:  Toike@Skule.ca 

LOST  AND  FOUND 

FOUND  - Your  sister’s  virginity.  I 
think  she  left  it  here  on  Saturday. 


LOST-  My  self-confidence.  Please 
call  Flrosh  at  1-800-376-74-13 

LOST-  Comedic  Value  - September 
Toike 

PERSONALS 

SINGLE  FEMALE  - looking  for  a 
source  of  heat  to  generate  shaft  work 

UNDER  PRESSURE  - Looking  for 
help  diving  to  the  bottom  of  the 
Athletic  Centre  pool  to  get  head. 

LAPLACIAN  - Looking  for  someone 


to  come  over  and  play  transformers 
with  me.  - Ask  for  Laplace 

SINGLE  MALE  - Looking  for 
someone  to  peel  back  my  viscous 
sublayer  while  I measure  the  drag 
coefficient  of  your  pipes. 

MISSED  CONNECTION  - Flight 
324  to  Chicago  was  rerouted.  I had 
to  drive  halfway  across  the  country 
with  John  Candy  and  his  buddies. 
FML 

MISSED  CONNECTION  - We  locked 
eyes  from  across  Second  Cup.  You 


picked  up  your  stir  stick  and  y—  Yo, 
Yo  Toike!  You’re  doing  a great  job 
and  Imrna  let  you  finish,  but  USB 
has  the  best  connection  of  all  time. 
ALL  TIME!  - Kanye 

MISSED  CONNECTION  - My 
wireless  router  broke  today.  I 
couldn't  watch  as  much  Internet 
porn  as  I wanted.  If  you  can  help, 
call  1-800-468-7676 

LOOKING  FOR  LOVE  - Who  wants 
a mustache  ride?  I most  definitely 
do.  - All  ladies  in  the  month  of 
November. 


MY  LIFE  IS  AVERAGE 

MLIA  - My  professor  asked  a 
question  in  class.  A keener  put  up 
his  hand  just  to  say  he  didn't  know 
the  answer. 

MLIA  - 1 got  an  EngSoc  Digest  email 
today.  I deleted  it  without  reading 
it. 

If  you  have  any  personal  ads 
that  you  want  to  share  to 
the  world. 

Email  toike@skule.ca 
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H1N1  IS  COMING! 


